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After they had gone we settled down for a sleep. Then I
got up and found that she had started from her slumber in

great anguish. We did not know what was the matter. Her
eyes at times were transfixed, and with violent spasms she
struggled for breath. It was the heart. We did not compre-
hend it at the moment. Once or twice it was terrible to be-
hold^ The agony expressed [itself] in her countenance and
especially in her eyes; but amidst it all she managed to gasp
out " Don't be alarmed, this is only physical. He has got me.
He has got me/1

It is not to be wondered at that William Booth, being an
honest man, cried out to Heaven for an explanation of this
trial, J Us faith never once deserted him; but again and
again his theology seemed to break in his hands. God,
who had the power, refused to act. God, who bids us pray,
refused to answer, (Joel, who promises joy to the believer,
"sent" to this holy and beautiful saint agony as intoler-
able as it was hideous.

Mrs. Booth refused morphia, largely on religious
grounds; and William Booth* who implored her to relent,
was therefore forced to witness her quite conscious struggles
with this indescribable anguish. Again and again, Bram-
well Booth tells me, his father broke down utterly when he
came from his wife's room to take up the accumulating
burden of his work, " I don't understand it! 1 don't un-
derstand it! " he would cry out, and covering his face with
his hands, he would walk to and fro in an excess of grief,
or throw himself upon his knees and implore the Almighty
for help.

Even in his diary we find mention of these dark hours:

1 am 60 years old, and for the first time during all these long
years, so far as memory serves m<% has God, in infinite mercy,
allowed me to have any sorrow that I could not cast on Him.

He grows tired of the inscrutable mystery.

It seems incredible that she should die. Like many good
people, to this moment I have very strong feelings about it, and
there are many good people at the present moment who are
strongly believing that this sickness after all is not unto death,
My mind grows bewildered when I think of the subject, so
once more I dismiss it with perhaps the laziest feeling of, " The
Lord must do what seemeth Him good in His sight.'7